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A GIGANTIC UN DERTAEKING. 

As is always the cuse about this time of the year Poor Papa is up to his eyes in the preparations for his ‘ Christmas Holidays,’ and his sanctum is 
once more reduced to its annual state of chaos. Poor Papa says it’s a case of all hands to the pump if the number is to be ready by December 2nd, 
ond the services of Alexandry, Jubilee, and even the Twins have accordingly been enlisted to assist in the general confusion. Papa really seems to be in 
cad earnest this time, and from all I hear it will be an absolutely marvellous two-pennyworth.”—Toortsit. 


A DOUBTFUL COMPLIMENT. VERY LIKELY. THE WORLD TRILBY-ISED MORE STRANGE CASES. 


— 


WE again 899 into the Rev. Nathaniel Wanley's book and, 
without vouching for their truth, quote some other curious 
stories he gathered together, though it is only fair to state 
that he gives authorities for all. 

A traveller was found murdered in the road near Itzcho, 
in Denmark, and the murderer being unknown “the Magis- 
trates of the place caused one of the hands of him that was 
slain to be cut off and hung up by a string on the top of the 
room in the town prison. About ten years after, the mur- 
derer coming upon some occasion into the prison, the hand 
that had been a lung time dry began to drop blood upon the 
table that stood beneath it, which the gaoler beholding, 
stayed the fellow and gave notice to the Magistrates, who, 
examining him, the murderer confessed his guilt and sub- 
mitted himself to the riguur of the law, which was inflicted 
on him as he well deserved.” 

With what amount of horrible torture this true or false 
confession was extracted from the so-called murderer who 
can say 

Here is another surprising tale: “Certain gentlemen in 
Denmark, being on an evening together in an Inn, fell out 


amongst themselves, and from words went to blows. The 
condos being put out, in this blind fray one of them 1 50 
sta a poignard. The murderer was unknown. but 
He. How do you like Miss Bloomer's knickers? ‘There was something about that girl he Mee : i 


the gentleman accused a l'ursuivaut of the King’s for it 


didn’t like. Perhaps it was the other 9 Se 
” who was one of them in the room, Christernus II., to tind 


She (jealously). Ob! they're all right, as far as they go. fellow's arm, 
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out the homicide, caused them all to come together in the room, 
and standing round the dead corpse, he commanded that they 
should, one ufter another, lay their right hand on the slain gentle- 
man's naked breast, swearing they had not killed him. The 
gentlemen did so. snd no sign appeared to witness against them. 
The Pursnivant only remained, who went first of all and kissed the 
dead man’s fect, but as coon as he laid his hand on his breast the 
blood gushed forth in great abundance both out of his wound and 
nostrils, su that wracd by this ceident accusation he confexsed the 
murder, aud by the King’s own sentence was immediately beheaded. 
Hereupon arose that practice, which is nine ordinary in many 
places, of finding out uuhnown murders, which by the bleeding of 
the corpsr, or the openiag of ite cycs, or some other extraordinary 
sign, as daily exrprrivnee teaches.” 

We conclude with this singular case: “In Mentz, à city of 
Lorrain, the executioner of the city, in the night and absence of 
the muster, got privily into the cellar of a merchant's house where 
he first slew the maid, who was sent by her mistress to fetch some 
wine. In the seme manner he slew the mistress, who wondering 
at the maid's stay, came to see whut was the reason, This done he 
fell to ritiing chests and cabinets, 

“The merchant, upon his return, finding the horrible murder and 
plunder of his house, with u soul full of trouble and grief, com- 
plained to the Senate, and the executioner put himself into the 
court with the crowd and murmured out such words as there: 
*That, swing there were frequent brawls, there was no doubt but 
that he was the author of the tragedy in his house, and,’ said he 
‘were he in my hands J} would soon extort as much from him. 
By these and the like words it came to pass that the merchant was 
cast into prison, and being in u most cruel way tortured by the 
executioner, though innocent, confessed himself the murderer, and 
was so condemned to a horrible death, Now was the executioner 
secure, but, for he wanting money, had pawned a silver bowl to a 
dew, who finding upon it the crest of arms of the merchant, tent 
it to the magistrate. Whereupon the executioner was immediately 
cast into prison and examined by torture how he came by the cup. 
He therefore confessed all, as it had been done by him, and that he 
was the only murderer, 

“Thus the innocency of the merchant was discovered, and the 
caccutioncr had the due punishment of his wickedness.” 

It is consoling to think we do not live in those Good Old Times, 

(Neat week, “A Dancing Young Man.) 


— — 


Bak GARDNIN. 
Me and Billyum don't exackt kno wot to sai to that pennorth off 
sedes. We ar a-sittin down to av a long think. 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


„ Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stam ped envelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted, Do not inclose loose stamps. 


Ouite unlikely, F. S. BOLTON ; They are scarce up there. 
Yea, of course, you could, ADVISER; But it would be hardly fair. 
Not the space at present, ANNIE; Many thanks, though the 
same, ALLY cannot tell you, Coppem; He knows little of the 

ame, One or tro, re fancy, DOXALD. No, it docs not matter, 

IM. Quite distinct, of course, SUBSCRIBER ; That would count 
as oneto him, As you please, A YORKSHIRE READER, Thanks 
For funny note, F. B. Tvotsie’s love, ANOTHER FELLOW; You 
shall know when it's to be. 
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“ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper in the World, 


Forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, post free: 
3 Monthe, 18. 8d.; 6 Months, 38. 3d.; 12 Months, 6s. 6d. 
In Stamps or J. O. O. payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E. C. 


Show Cards will be sent post free to Newsagents on application. 


PARIS. 
On sale at all Kiosques and Booksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 
PARIS AGENCY, 22 Rue DE LA BANQUE, 
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NINE CLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


—£150 


Will be paid to the next-of-kin uf any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty excepted), who shall a to mect 
with his or her death in a Railway Accident to Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of “ ALLY SLOPER's HAL¥F- 
Hol. Iba“ be found upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident. 
“ ALLY SLOPER's HALF-HOLIDAY” is published throughout the 
United Kingdom every Wednesday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Insurance lasts one week from that time, eepiring at 9 o'clock the 
Following Wednesday morning, 
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JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 
—— 
At the Cress Roads, 
; Beecher Bicyclist. Can you tell me which is the best road to 
ravel ? 

Old Lady (with strong prejudices against wheelmen), Yes, but I 
don't think it'll suit you. 

Scorcher Bicyclist „ Which road is it? 

Old Lady. The road to Heaven, 


* * 


= * 
Newspaper Man's Wife. I called on Mrs. Jones to-day; she was 
in a lovely new wrapper. 
Newspaper Man (absent-mindedly), Indeed! many advertise- 
ments on it? + 


WHILE Homer at his “Iliad” wrought, 
The Greek Sir Andrew Clark he sought, 
And, planking down the fee he'd brought, 

Cried : Tell me, O thou man o 
Deep skill, what drink had best be mine, 
To fire my brain with fancies fine?” 
And Xisculapius said: “The wine 

Of Eric-acuunha!!” 

* 


* 

Interested Acquaintance, 1 hear your daughter has decided to 
adopt the stage as a profession. Was her dehlt a success? 

father of Stage-Struck Damsel. Very. The agent bought him- 
self a new set of diamond studs out of it. 

Interested Acquaintance. But, Miss Dufferleigh? 

Father of Stage-Struck Damsel, My daughter—oh, she got 
hissed off the stage, and serve her right, too, 

es 


s 

First Clerk. 1 do feel ag Lad this morning - got home late 

last night, and had to sit on the doorstep until the milk came. 
Second Clerk. You didn't have long to wait, by the look of 


you. 
First Clerk, Oh, I don't know, I had time to smoke a cigarette, 
anyhow, 


~~ 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No. 604.—The “Seasonable November” Costume. 


First Fair Critic. But he's awfully hard on bis heroes and heroines—always 


makes them marry each other at the end, 


Sccond Fair Critic, Les, the finishes are rather unsatisfactory. 


Slater. Vapa’s been telling us all about your drewiful extravagance, Jack. 
can't think how you can be such a spendthrift ; he never was, vou know. 
millionaire Thave! 


Brother. No; but he never had a 


e@e 
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LSaturday, November 23, 1995, 


Mrs. Buggins. And how's your Mrs. M 8 
Phat dry you know! g 2 uggins, her what l. 
Mrs, Muggi na. Oh, she's a-brooding, poor th 2 ng uf 
oy long over her e I don't age what 3 5 10 50 ee ul 
‘oung Buggins, Why don't yer set her, mum? We aller...” 
fowls when t oie broodin n. » en? We allers oct on 

s 


“WHAT we ask,” shouted the Radical orator, “is the ref. i, 
the magistrate question; we want more workin, ure 
the 3 1 Ne ns oe 
man,” shouted a listener from the seats, who | 1 
been fined ten bob and costs for kicking a fe est 1 
audience roared its assent, * 5 


Proud Young Mother (after displaying Iva. unge- infant 

123 4 4 t). 

5 4 . r. pa that 2 don't take very much inter. 
1 Bachelor, Very true, madam; 1 look a : 

nothing less than a crying evil. ; tk ih 


„t K 2112 
orie 
d tue 


INTO an opera house I gazed 
Way out at Deninark Hill : 

The stage’s curtain was not raised, 
And all the place was still. 

But a vision passed mine eyes before, 
Which stunned my senses mental : 

1 saw—an isle off Scotia's shore, 

And a country continental! 
(With apologies to Mr. Mul-holland.) 


Old Sharpehine (sententiously). Ot two evils, always choose the 


Young Sharpshins, Wouldn't it be better not to choose cith« 
dad? os [Sudden bed tine” 


Was she fond of kissing? I should just say she was, rather 
Why, she actually got discharged from the Post Office because il. 
would open anything that looked like a love-letter on the off-chance 
of stealing the kisses the young man was sending to his best girl 
Was she fond of it? Weil, what's your idea? f 


s 
Outsider, Tow many boozers do you reckon there are, not 
comming Toerget 7 
Our Publisher (total abata iner). Bir, do you wich to insult ny? 
Outsider. Oh, well, if you foel that way, we'll say including 
yourself, then? 9 = 


Snipper. Poor old Lumps is seriously ill. 
Snapper. That is hardly a matter for surprise, is it? Or did 
you expect to find him humorously ill or cerio-comically unwell! 


2 

NEVER part with your love-letters, girls ; treasure them up in 
lavender and pink ribbon, If 44 not wanted in a breach of 
promise suit, you can't think how dy they'll come in to silence: 
your brute of a husband when he wants to know what the devil he 
could have seen in you to tie himself to your apron strings for lif. 
There's nothing like a few extracts from the endearing parts to 
make him drop that line of conversation, 


s 
Keeper of Registry Office. 1 am rather puzzled. I don't know 
what soe 107 the bat, I'm opening new waiting-room for 
Indies, and I can’t decide what to put on the walls, What would 
you ddvise! 

Aale Friend. Why, inirrors, of course! 


s 
WHEN at the house of Beerbohm Tree 
The latest craze we went to ree, 
A thought upon us flashed, which we, 
Could nowise drive away. 
We deemed it wondrous apt and meet 
That Trilby's sweet unstockinged fect, 
So soft, syimmetri and neat, 
Should be Barrp | eet in the play! 


s 
Ettie, I really cannot understand how you can prefer that cou. 
ceited Captain Fopper to handsome Jack Scribbler, or that deligit. 
ful Charlie Liner—both such clever journalists, you know, au! 
Fopper's only a Volunteer officer, after all. 
‘aude, Yes, dear; but don't you know that one volunteer is 
worth two Press men? * 


“YARNSPINNER tells me,” said Blobson, “that he never gets into 
hot water through staying out late; always manages to work up 
good excuse to his wife. “Yes,” replied Dobson, I brlieve be 
does; he used to write fairy tales for boys when he first tuk tv 
literature, you know.” * 

Mother, 1 don't think Laura scems to get on half so well as she 
did at first, James. 

Married Sun. No, things have never gone right since she stariel 
following out the instructions in “Household Management” iu 
one of the ladies’ pu pers. * 


Artistic Critic. amps ! Yes, not bad. but er- don't you think 
that they—cr—er—lny the colour on a little too thick? 

The Teacher, Well, m'yes, perhaps so; but (%% d iir) you 
see they buy all their colours from me, so it wouldn't do to dis- 
courage them, would it? *,° 


“ MARIE Bloggins, the lawful wife of the prisoner, next appeare! 
in the witness box,” wrote the reporter of the bigamy trial. Tt 
the comps. left out the “1” in lawful, and Marie Bloggins called 
up next day and gave the editor “ socks,” 


Father (to son, who is a chorister). Well, my boy, what was the 
best thing you heard in church this morning. 5 8 

Son, Hum! ha! Why, a funny story that the organist was telling 
the tenor about the woman who . 8 

futher, Thank you, 1 quite understand, That will do. 


“THREE pota a chilling!“ 
The drunkard still keeps swilling; 
And, while his songs he's trilling, 
And ale his frame is thrilling, 
To think he’s all unwilling 
How a fireless room so chilling 
And lack of food that's “ filling” 
Are his poor helpmeet killing ! 

She sore may cry, 

But still he'll ay 
His three pots a shilling! 

ss 


* 

Miss Juhnaun (the governess), Come nere, Tommy. | Ethel s+ 
you have beeu telling her you could kill a lion. What do yo 
mean by that? 2 

Tommy, Well, so me tould ; but me didn't say all at once. 

ss 


s 

SHE wasn't particularly good-looking as barmaids go, but 815 
boldened by Special Scotch, and the fact that there wax 901 0 
looking, he had managed to plant a kiss upon her off-side ch: 5 
us she leaned over the bar. But the dameel didn't take kindly N 
it. „How dare you, you little bounder,” she cried indignant 510 
she dealt him a stinging back-hander, “how dare you!” T 18 
amorous one rub his nose ruefully, bnt determined e 
“Well, now I come to look at your face again,” he said, as he 1:1 
for the door, “I really do wonder at my pluck. 


Ld * — 
Mrs. Mayfair, You know, of course, that old Mrs. Wyddem ha 
the reputation of having been a matchmaker? 18095 

Mra, Bloomsbury. Really, now! Well, do you know, I alwsy> 


did think she must have been something low. 


„ ͥ eee | es ah ee 


7 
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Saturday, November 23, 1895.) 
TOOTSIE TRILBYING. 


— — 


ruis week and the last the eyes of the wide, wide world have 
+ concentrated on Tootsies. 
\s I said the other day to my old friend Beerbohm Tree,“ Dear 
; boy, I've got ‘em, of course, or else 
why this long-lasting term of endear. 
ment? Size! Why. I have to have 
them made for me at the best shop in 
London. I am perfectly lost— 
swamped, I call it, in the smallest 
numbers, but I can't take on the part. 
Life's a blank, Billy's an idiot, the 
Dook Snook’s a shallow fraud, and 
Lord Bob—well, there, I've no word 
for him. No, old man, I can't very 
well take it on. Try Dorothes Baird.” 

He did, and did well. 

George Du Maurier, who for so many 
years with his refined and delightful 
work in Punch has lent to that peri- 
odical a peculiar charm elsewhere un- 
obtainable, had a “happy thought” 
that day he sat down to write a novel 
about the “ Latin Quarter.” Dear old 
Quartier Latin, When I was, six 
„ months ago, in Paris I could find but 
4, little of it left. 

Trilby“ is just now a word to 
c, conjure with. Mr. Arthur Roberts 
A 1 on beg job, as 155 — 150 

young ladies at the music-halls, 
and Miss Nellie Farren at the at 
length sensibly re-constructed Opera 
Comique, will, probably before this 
appears, be delighting crowded houses 
with the burlesque of which I have 
heard such good accounts. Let us 
hope that Nellie Farren herself will 
not be long before she again the 
stage and affords, as of yore, unbounded delight to her ever staunch 
nad true gallery boys. 

There is some splendid acting in the Haymarket version of 
Trilhy, I should think Mr, Tree never got, and quite possibly 
never will get, u part to suit him so well as that of the villain 
Svengali. What a wonderful make-up he nas and how he dresses, 
lis ghastly death scene is a thing to have nightmares about. 1 
know I had a dreadful one. : 

such a wonderful Jew we have not seen for a very long while, 
bat let us trust his 1 friends will not urge Mr. Tree on to 
utteinpt Shylock. e could play it, of course, but who wants 
Shakespeare except at the Lyceum, and, for that matter, there, only 
wien Sir Henry Irving acts. Shakespeare, as a well-known 
manager who knows what he is talking about said to me the 
other day— Shakespeare, my dear girl, is dead off 1“ And 
there's no doubt he's about 7 oe 

As to Trilby herself, Miss Dorothea Baird will, I think, please 
one and all. She 
has been pitched 
into by some of 
the crities; but 
what of that? 
Others have prais- 
ed her to the skies, 
and, in mz opinion, 
she deserves it. A 
beiter choice could 
not well have been 
mide, She looks 
well and acts 
delightfully ; and 
ns to her tootsies— 
well, go and look 
ut them for your- 


se 


Trilby: Miss DOROTHEA 
BAIRD. 


The other char- 
acters are capitally 
played. Mr. Lionel 
rough is a grand 
MeAlister. Mr. 
Vatrick Evans is 
just like the “little 
Lee“ of the book, 
Mr. Charles Allen 
ix n. svod naughty 
clerical gentleman. 
Mr. Maurice is 
well suited in 
the part of Talbot 
Wynne, aud, Mr. 
Gerald Du Maurier, 
Miss Rosina Filippi, Mr. Ross, Mr. Hallard, and Miss Frances 
1215 all show to advantage. It's a very fine company all round, 
yen see, 


Air. Holman Clark as Manager Kaw is effective. 


Svengali: BEERBONM TREE, 


“You're boom. 


Miz, uaudime, you're booming,” says he to Trilby. 

_! should be inclined to think that 7rilby will boom for some 
tine te come, Few plays have been better advertised, but it isa 
rood pliy, mind you, and one to go and see. Buy the book and go 


aie see it, 

; Many books and plays that in times past have been enormously 
wevertised, have in the end turned out cruel frosts or have never 
ye aired at all. Sometimes someone has stepped in and at the 
“i inoment unserupulously taken advantage of u hundred or two 
pounds wasted in mysterious advertisements by stealing the title. 


— 


NOT TO BE WONDERED AT. 


* 


955 And, Baron, how are you getting on with Miss Moneybacs ? 
fe. Aut vary nice indeed, tank you. She smile upon my suit, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
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ASK YOUR CHEMIST FOR 


SLOPER'S PllLls 


PRICE 9}° PER BOX (50 PILLS). 


STOMACHIC AFFECTIONS AND GIDDINESS. 
b Kimberley Diamond Mines, South Africa, 


1 5 September 29th, 1895. 
| GENTLEMEN,—I suffered 155 sume months with 7 
| &somachic affections and giddiness, Fortunately 
| came across an advertisement of Bloper’s Pills; a 
Lat once purchased three boxes, but ore taking , 
7 I became perfectly cured. igt 
2 


2 
0 


77 Yours sincerely, 
15 JOSEPH TTARRY LODGE. 


iC FELLAS LS LA 
F YOUR CHEMIST DOES NOT KEEP THEM, SEND 9 10. 1M STAMPS TO THE PROPRIETORS, 


CURDEN & CO., 99 Shoe Lane, Fleet St., London, B.C. 


REAL BOON TO LADIES, 


TO Especially to those who wish to k f 
TO fe, certain, and speed, yomedy for all 5 2 701 — 
TO gularities and obstructions, a remedy which 
under the most trying circumstances and in LADIES 
TO the most difficult and LADIES 
70 ri dens ABIES 
A LADIES 
TO RELIEF, 
o 
28 as Mrs, Snow, of Denmark Hill, Camberwell, LADIES 
writes : LADIES 
TO “By adopting your treatment my anxiety LAD 
and misery was over within twenty-four hours, 
TO aſchough deen mouth, I dd den LADIES 
although for over three months n 
a daily taking pills and other things in vain. re 
a e quantity you sent proved effective, LAD 
TO tony Intense jy si e enn un an. LADIES 
ao monials and medicine, which is inexpensive, 8 5 
ooo GADIBG 
TO Full particulars will be giadly forwarded to LADIES 
TO any ay ae receipt of addreased envelope. LADIES 
Write privately to— 
TO Mus. A. 8, ALLEN, LADIBS 
TO 145 STOCKWELL ROAD, LADIES 
TO LONDON, S. W. LADIES 


AN HONEST MEDIOCINE. 


DR. DAVIS’S FAMOUS PILLS FOR FEMALES 
Are Unequalled. The 


mest effectual en earth. Nothing can resist them. 
9§d., 1/14, 2/9, 4/6. Sent free from observation by 


Or. DAVIS, 268 PORTOBELLO ROAD, LONDON, W. 
Or order of any chemist, 3 
Dr. Davis's little book for MARRIED WOMEN sent free on receipt 
ot a stamped addressed envelope. 


A SAD MISCLASSIFICATION. 


DreEak and cold was the dull November evening when the young 
husband, the bridegroom of but a single year, got back from his 
commercial travels to the little ill-vertilated, badly-drained vills 
at Highgate, where he had made his home. Having removed his 
scarf-pin and picked the accumulation of cotton abrasions out of 
his latchkey—a none too easy task—he let himself iu and proceeded 
to the snug little hire-furnished sitting-room, only to find his 
Constance in tears. 

“ My darling, tell me, what has happened?” he gasped (Husbands 
of a twelvemonth can be moved to gasp even by woman's tears ! ) 

But Constance only buried her sweet face in the newspaper which 
wis on the table before her, and sobbed heart-breakingly. 

“The death announcement of some dear, dear friend has upset 
nee he soliloquized, half aloud. “oud one, tell me, what 
is it 

But “Fond One” only sobbed the louder, sobbed as though her 
very heart would burst its bonds. The despair of the devoted 
young husband defies the “Waverley” of the narrator. He was 
simply beside himself with anxiety. 

“Connie,” he cried, falling upon his knees at her feet, and clasp- 
ing both her hands in his, you mwst tell me what horrible thing 
_ happened; besides, it will ease your mind to do so. Now what 

sit?” 

*{—I—I,” she gulped. “thought how nice and charitable it 
would be to send something to the Zeleqgraph's Crippled Christinas 
fund, and so 1 made half-a-dozen lovely sponge cakes, aud sent 
then Parcels Delivery.” 


“Well, just look here, how they are acknowledged : 

“Constance D., Whitewash Villas, Highgate. . . . Six specimen 
fire bricks!” . 

“Be mine the task to shed the caitiſf's gore,” hissed Reginald 
bet ween his teeth: and, leaving tea and all other minor considera- 
tions, he started there and then, but. fortunately for Mr. James 
Greenwood, it was a jonni wet night and as all the omnibuses 
were full inside, and Reginald had got no umbrella, he didn't get 
to Fleet Street after all. 


SHE FEARED TO FLY. 


„Oy all the sires in all the earth, your sire 
Is surely, sweet, the sternest and severest ! 
Oh, say that you'll escape his scathing ire, 
And fly with me, my love, my dove, my dearest !” 


So spenks her swnin. She heaves her heaviest sigh, 
And her ply with poignant anguish racks him: 
“No! no!” she cries, “1 dare not, dare not FLY ! 
1 cannot place implicit faith in Maxim!” 


— 


THE MAT TER-OF-FAcT YOUNG MAN. 


HE was much too matter-of-fact ever to have made an ideal 
lover, but yet, with a man's perverseness he had made quite a 
number of essays in the gentle art. His last was with a ray 
charming girl who lived with her parents at Balham Rise. It 
wasn't her fault, poor girl, that he timed his first call so horribly 
early in the evening that her papa had not returned from the City, 
but she did her best to pass away an awkward interval. 

“Shall I sing to you?” she asked, taking upa piece of music 
and strolling across to the piano. Let me sing to you ‘ When the 
Summer Comes Again.’” 

“So you shall,” he replied, brutally, “if we're 4 courting then. 
But as it aren't come for something like another six months 
suppose youask me whether I won't haven glass of sherry or just 
a wee nip of whiskey to be boing on with!“ 


371 
AVENGERS TWAIN. 


—— 


“ 

How the deadly feud existing between Horatio Puflinblow and 
Bertie Niddlethred came to a termination was in this manner, 

Horatio Puffinblow 
was that bane of society 
—a drawing-room bari- 
tone,while Bertie Niddle- 
thred stood convicted as 
that curse of civilization 
—the amateur reeiter. 
Revolving in the same 
social circle, they were, 
not unnaturally, rivals, 
and, as if to emphasize 
their rivalry, each had 
but one item in his 
repertory. Thus, while 
Horatio consistently 
stunned his particular 
audience by sole aid of 
“The Lost Chord,” Bertie 
I 1 
his especial victims with 
but one weapon—“ The 
Dream of Eugene Aram.” 

Perl recone rere 
almost parallel; for i 
Horatio could boast of 
nl a drawing- 
room in fifteen and a half 
seconds, Bertie had many 
a time and oft dispersed 
a crowded assemblage 
well inside a quarter of u 
minute. Finally, both “The Lost Chord.“ 
worshipped the same 
divinity—the beauteous, the fascinating, the incomparable, the 

Dora Dillybud. Aud the fact of that maiden distributing her 
smiles with — — impartiality between the twain, did nothing to 
quench the volcanic tires furiously raging in either breast. 

It was at an evening reception m the Dillybud Mansion at 
. Green, that Dora drew the guileless Bertie aside and mur - 
mured ; < 

“One could never tire of your rendering of Hood's deadly—1 
mean deathless verse, Mr. Niddlethred. Your elocution is so 
exquisite, But don't you really think Mr. Puffinblow's voice is 
much overrated? I'm sure I'm perfectly sick of hearing The 
Lost Chord.“ I do wish someone would give hima hint——” 

The fellow is a conceited ass, Miss Dillybud,“ answered Bertie 
with warmth. “He can't fags love sing for nuts! But you leave 
it to me. I'll give him a hint that'll make him sit up!” 

„Mr. Puftinblow,” whispered the artless Dora a little later, how 
magnificently you sang Sullivan's heavenly harmony! The power 
of your voice absolutely thrills me! But don’t you think Mr. 
Niddlethred’s attempta 
at reciting are absurd ! 
1 positively loathe 
‘Eugene Aram.’ | won- 
der if anyone were to 
aug * 

He's a cad, Miss 
Dillybud, an utter 
cad !” broke in Horatio 
vehemently, “let alone 
his being the laughing 
stock of the entire 
neighbourhood. But 
leave that 5 gir are 
to me. I think J can 
open his eyes!" 

As Bertie stood 
gracefully leaning 
against a flower-laden 
stand, a voice hissed in 
his ear—“ A word with 
you in private, sir!“ 
and burning, e en- 
countered the glare of 
the hated Horatio, who 
by a covert gesture of 
the thumb indicated u 
small retiring- room 
across the hall. 

Returning scowl for 
scowl, and dramatic- 
ally muttering “ Lead 
on!” Bertie followed his foe to the dimly-lighted retreat and 
defiantly confronted him. 

“Sir,” panted Horatio, “have you not wit enough to see that 
your attentions are hateful to Miss Dillybud, and that your ridicu- 
lous mouthing of that insufferable poem makes you 5 

“Why you empty- headed pig!” gasped the convulsed Bertie, 
“are you not aware that Dora loathes you only one degree less 
than she does your eternal howling of that——” 

“Ssh-h-h-h!” hastily interrupted Horatio. “Someone ap- 
proaches! We don’t want the whole world to hear our dispute. 
Quick! Step behind these curtains for a moment;“ and he 
hurriedly dragged him into a draped recess, 

Sounds of whispering and frequent kissing now filled the apart- 
ment, and a voice, which both listeners recognised as the jrovety 
of Jack Mashly, a young stockbroker, cried softly, “My own 
darlingest darling! So you think you've contrived to set these 
two asses by the 
ears!" 

“Yes, love,” 
fell the response 
in Dora’s unmi- 
stakable tones, 
“T believe ‘The 
Lost Chord’ will 
serve admirably 
to hang ‘Eugene 
Aram’ with. But 
let us get back, 

lear; we shall 
be missed.” 

With pale 
faces the rivals 
emerged from 
their retreat. 
Then, with sud- 
den emotion, 
each gripped the 
other's hand. 

„Our feud is at 
an end!” cried 
Bertie, solemnly. 
“ Henceforth we 
will avenge the 
5 

y mutually 
waging war to 
the knife against 
society. Our on- i 8 
slaughts shall be never-ending! You, my friend, shall continve 
to howl ‘The Lost Chord’ while breath remains in your body. 
rope will make ‘Eugene Aram’ a nameless terror in the 

n * 

And as the death rate in Stroud Green has lately gone up, they 
fare probably keeping their vow. 


“The Dream of Eugene Aram.” 


Var to the kuife against Society.” 
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“With all my tearn. 
ing. dear, 1 eant 
Manage to find a jue. 
band. Afraid I sh.) 
have to vo in for el my, 


“Yes, I want a poet- a smart one, of course. What u bicyele, and a vi. 


2 al skirt after all. — 
kind of verses ure you accustomed to?” “Mostly Extract fr Se 
THE GOLF STREAM. reverses, sir.” Girton Gin. 72 
„Af, Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs from those THE “SILV’RY” THAMES. DEVOUTLY TO BE WISHED. 
of her Friends whose portraits have not yet been inserted. 25 = 


~~] 


TOOTSIB'S FRIENDS, 


No, 418.—Miss MINNIE WILLIAMS, 
“Thy slave, fair maid, I am indeed - believe me.“ 


“I’ve bin ireg’lar gettin’ into hot water lately, Jim.” “Lor! Thames 
water, Bil?” 


N 


i Ma. If L could only hear that dear old song 1 should be 
‘Preqectioe Son-tn- Law. Do, for goodnens exke, play it, — 
PRESENT-DAY PROBLEMS. 


THE SNUB DIRECT. 


Mortgagre (who has recently yoreclosed on country estate, and come fo lite iv” 


—The Dook Snook. himself), I assure you, my dear young lady, I ain delighted with my new place; He 
“The spell of her loveliness bolls me in thrall.” —Lord hob. Why should a man, when he thinks himself clever, wear his hair like this, and a always taken a great interest in the property, you know, 
“Queen of the universe, smile upon me.” e Lon. Billy. woman, under the same circumstances, like that? is Currotynob. Yes, about sixty per cent., I believe, wann t it? 


(1) cum oot, McNab, ye bald-faced stag, and get yer wings clipped, 
ye—," etc. 


A BONNIE SITUATION, 


2) McNab came, but the blow misse!. “ Here's a bonnie situation.“ said the Elder, “is it death or being an red Amen.“ 
0 = everlasting hat-peg on the cliff-side for ever and ever? ng (3) And the Loch answe! 
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OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


Good friends and patrons, once again we meet. Gad! what a crowd of you. Was ever the know, Last week oras held a Bull-dog Show :—Yes, this is what,'twiat me and you, We'll rery 
door of the most popular theatre in London ever so besieged. Well, I must try and make room for shortly hare to do:—Alas! Lhear with grief and pain, The Flue doth threaten us again:—The 
you all somehow ; Anata; that's better, isn't it? All pretty comfortable, eh? Very well, then. we'll advertising demon got It from the judge extremely hot :—Sir Walter tothe King, (sce, Extended 
sturt the show at once.—Last ween inese artistes, don't they call_Themeelves ? met at St. sames's — huspitality.—There you are, ladies and gentlemen, that's the lot. This way out, please, and mind 
Hall :—A most depressing time of year This is for Socialists, I hear:—At the Aquarium, yow the door. By-bye all of you till next week ——THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 


TOOTSIE DAY BY DAY. TESTIMONIAL. WINTER FASHIONS. 


No. 6—HER BREAKFAST IN BED. 


Hats to be trimmed as much as possible—if not more, Blow 
the expense, Effect is the thing.” 


A DANCER SIGN 


“Gentlemen, I have tried your Anti-fat Medicine 
with such success that I don't think I shall require 
it any longer. 


SUITABLE. 


2 
Railway Oficial, Now then, ma oh woman, you'd better stan’ 
back; the express is about ta pass, 
He. What's S.“ stand for 71 Indignant Female, Let me tell you I'm no your and woman, an' 
She. The name of our club, old chap, “The it wid be better if yersel’ shud stan’ back, tor Tm thinkin’ the 
“ Mary, I wish you would turn the looking-glass a little more this way. It's so dull not seeing a soni all day.” Swaggerere.” colour o your nose'll bring it ta a deid stop. 
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WE are glad to learn, on the authority of a contemporary, that 
the number of women anxious to qualify themselves in the art of 
cookery is daily on the increase. 
This is truly as it should be. 
With the numerous facilities 
afforded by the many excellent 
institutions for si ati a 
knowledge of this important 
science, we should speed ily be 
able to repel the 55 in- 
sinuation upon our culinary 
efforts, so long levelled at our 
heads. A well-cooked m 
a highly important factor in the 
constitution of man’s happiness, 
and a happy nature is invari- 
ably a great one, 


s 

THE Moss-Grown Fabric has 
this day been pleased to confer 
the “Award of Merit” upon 
MADAME MARIE 
because she's Sloper's Lady 
Shadowist, ‘Without wishin 
to be considered hinterferin', 
feyther,” remarked the Ceru- 
lean-Eyed, “ it strikes me that 
Ma won't altogether relish the 
idea of this ‘ere Award. You 
know ‘ow 5 — she a ae a 
lady wot shadders yer about is 
not——”" But the Agéd wasn't 
going to put up with any further 
nonsense, and the ear-piercing 
yells of the Azure-Orbed soon 
proclaimed that he was suffering his customary correction. 


* 

ENcouraGED by recent successes, we are told, a high-class and 
expert gang of jewel-thieves are contemplating further depre- 
dations, and owners of valuable collections are warned to be on 
their guard, This intelligence would no doubt distress the Ancient 
exceedingly, but for the fact that the Sloper family gems have long 
been in safe keeping with Uncle, 


THE Balfour trial has proved a lamentable failure from a 
newspaper point of view. o public was so heartily sick of Jabez 
before we got him back that, as an evening-pa editor said the 
other day, the blessed affair don't sell half a dozen copies.“ Asa 
3 headline it runs a bad third to a Orrible Murder, and 

s absolutely nowhere with a Shockin’ Houtrage, or Sensational 
Divorce. * 


Its title /e. Ponderbury's Past—is, perhaps, one of the very 
best things about the new as at the Avenue, for there is a sug- 
gestion of naughtiness 
about it which will no 
doubt attract the bald- 
headed old gentleman, 
the young man who 
thinks he knows his 
way about town, and 
the young lady of 
fifteen — and upwards. 
As a matter of fact 
whatever spice of 
wickedness hung about 
the original work in 
the French, has been 
very religiously expur- 

ted by Mr. Burnand 
n the translation, and 
the playgoer is, there- 
fore, left to exercise his 
imagination as he 
chooses, and to put 
what construction he 
likes upon the story. 
An extremely divert- 
ing play is, neverthe- 
less, the result—a play 
in which Mr. Charles 
icles as r 
tanley, and sprightly 
Miss Lottie 4 
have all magnificent 
opportunities for the 
display of their respective talent, You must go and see it. 


* 

THE Forty-Third Anniversary of the Canterbury Music-Hall 
was celebrated on Friday the 15th instant. A programme of 
huge dimensions had been arranged, and the function proved to 
be one of almost historical importance, 

s 


* 

WE have to thank numerous readers for sending in potatoes 
bearing a more or less distant resemblance to the classical features 
of the Eminent. It's quite impossible to reply to all our kind 
friends individually, but they may rest assured that the “freaks” 
received every admiration, and afterwards came in very useful 
baked for supper. Alexandry, Jubilee and the Twins absolutely 
dote on em. oe 

* 


Tnx Alhambra is going awfully strong just now, as the Old Man 
found when he toddled in there a few nights ago. The two sla 
ö up ballets, Titania 
and The Gathering 
of the Clana, rank 
among the test 
l 
umphs, and they 
have been man 
and various indeed. 
The variety show, 
too, is of 1 0 bso 
go you, therefo: 
and sample it while 
ye may. 


8 

Tnx King of Por. 
tugal paid a visit 
to Mildew Court 
last week, incog., 
and had an interest - 
ing little chat with 
the Eminent and 
Mrs. S. over the tea 
and muffins. There 
is some talk of con- 
ferring the Freedom 
of “The Sloperies” 
on His Majesty, in 
which case tho 
Prince of Wales will 
asked to make 

the presentation, 


BS 


ane absolutely ridiculous rumour that Mc Gooseley had taken 
the pledge may perhaps have gained currency owing to Mac having 
at length managed to redeem his winter over-coat. These little 
items of fashionable intelligence get awfully distorted sometimes, 


~~= 


„sum to back em 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


A. SLOPER views, with a tearful eye, the as of affairs on the 
Clyde. He is not much of a believer in the pr sree of strikes, but 
all the same, when 
there's no other 
way out of a diffi- 
culty, occur they 
must. rg A men 
a r to have 
right and reason 
on their side, and 
as they ve also a 
very respectable 


up they ought to 
win the day. The 
Eminent will per- 
haps be lorgiven 
for mentioning 
that his fees for 
arbitrating in 
affairs of this sort 
are only out-of- 
pocket exes and 
unlimited booze. 
Vou couldn't hopo 
to get it done else- 
where cheaper, 
could you! 


s 

WE won't alto- 
gether vouch for 
the statement that 
the new Duchess of Marlborough has ordered one of her rooms in 
Blenheim Palace to be papered entirely with back numbers of 
Larks! All the same it's a ripping fine idea, and we shouldn't be 
at all surprised to see it done, Zarks is absolutely the champion 
ha penny comic of the world. 2 


THE German Reed Entertainment has taken 1 fresh lease of life 
at St. George's Hall, under the mana nt of Mr. Henry Reed. 
The gramme consists of W. 8. Gilbert's Happy Arcadia, The 
Blind Beggars, and a sparkling little musical farce, entitled Daye 
and Knight, strong) suggesting Boz and Coz with female charac- 
ters. Poor Corney onis s place there is wisely no attempt to fill. 
The result could only have been successful in a the 
saddest of memories, 4 


Loxnox can ill spare Mr. George Alexander, and welcome 
indeed is the re-a ce of the popular St. James’s manager ina 
revival of Liberty Hall. Mr. Carton'scharming play was deserved] 
one of the St. James's test successes and the opportunity whic! 
E are thus afforded of renewing their acquaintance with 

its beauties will doubtless be widely taken advantage of. 


s 

One week nearer! Seven whole days closer to the publication 
of “ALLY SLOPER’s CHRISTMAS HoLipays!!!" Yes, you may 
well gasp; indeed, the 
short period of time yet to 
elapse before this tremen- 
dous event, is enough to 
make the strongest tremble 
in the intensity of their 
excitement. ember 
there will be no shirking, 
no delay. The man, 
woman, boy or girl who 
wants this mammoth pub- 
lication of ours on Decem- 
ber 2nd has only got to 
plank down the necessary 
two d. and it's his or hers. 
Nothing like it has ever 
been seen in the whole 
history of literature, and 
how the dickens we've 
luce it 

we don't even know our- 
selves, All the same, two- 
53 and — . — only 
8 the price, and December 
2nd the day on which it will be given to a waiting world. 


A Dark Secret ie the title of the new production at the Princess's 
where popular prices and melodrama reigns supreme. If you're 
fond of this sort of theatrical fare you can't do better than see it. 


aS 

THERE is a calm, cool impudence about the following advertize- 
ment from a daily contemporary, that is delightfully refreshing :-— 
“Will any charitable person oblige lady, who has been ordered 
horse exercise by her doctor, with loan of saddle-horse three or 
four times weekly? Must have good action, 15 to 15˙2. We can 
only trust the ingenuous advertiser had not too much difficulty in 
selecting the most suitable among the myriad replies she no doubt 
received. 2 


A CORRESPONDENT wants to know why A. SLOPER never replies 
for Literature at any of the public banquets. The fact is that the 
Eminent is repeatedly being asked, but his utterance is apt to 
become so very indistinct after dinner that his medical advisers 
have forbidden him to speak, 


— — — 


NOT AS «“COLUMBINE,” THOUGH. 


Aunt Sneezer (reading the Hor which has been dealt her for a penny by a 
railway station Mother Shipton). Well, there, how preposterous! it says I should 
make a great success on the stage! 

Johnny (triumphantly), That's all right, auntie; I can see that! It means the 
Pantomime! 


[Saturday, November 23, 1205, 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTs. 


A CALENDAR ron THE WEEK ENDING NovEMBER sera, 18 
— — 


24th November, 1888.—A newspaper of thi =~ 
„Mrs. Geo. Hirsch, of Nevarro County, Texan, has gi pe 175 8 
children, all of whom are living and doing well. Four are how 
and two are girls, The boys have been named Frederick. Mill. 
Cleveland, and Thurman; the girls are Victoria and Louise. 1 5 
babies have been labelled carefully, so as to preserve their identity.” 


25th November, 1856.—Angus B. Reach ele 
humorous writer, died this day at the early age of thittyiee 


26th November, 1889.—At Manchester this day a sens 
tional case was heard before the deputy coroner, with reference 10 
the death of a prisoner in Strangeways Gaol, Manchester, ITI : 
mer had been sent to gaol for being k and disorderly. 
e was found suffering from delirium tremens, and was sent to tlie 
prison hospital, where during the might he was strap; lidown, 
and a r named Mitchell is alleged to have beaten him, knelt 
on him, and otherwise abused him at intervals during the whole 
night. He was found next —— his breast bone broken 
most of his ribs fractured, and his body covered with bruises 
Amongst those who witnessed what took place were—one 
awaiting his trial on the charge of murder at Bury, a man in 
custody on suspicion of being concerned in the Atherton murder, 
and another man awaiting his trial for manslaughter, and they 
were called as witnesses. They declared they would have inter. 
fered and thrashed the warder but for fear of prejudicing their own 
cases, 
27th November, 1787.—Talma, the great French ac 
made his first appearance this day at Paris. eke 


28th November, 1806.—The Adelphi Theatre was first 
opened this day. It was then called The “Sans Pareil.” 


29th November, 1865.—Van Amburgh, the Lion Tamer. 
died this day at Philadelphia. . 


Soth November, 1725.— Wade, under this date, says thut 
the number of footpads and street rob! in London was so great, 
that there was no stirring out.” 


— — 


A MEAD AND A MAID. 


A MEAD, and a flower growing wild there— 
A mead in a midland shire 5 
And we sauntered and talked and smiled there, 
And the swift summer hours beguiled there, 
land my heart's desire. 
A E by a right hand white, 
And placed on my breast with a love- touch light : 
A mead, a maid, and a wildtlower bright— 
And the gift and the giver were dead that night! 


A book, and a dead flower crushed there, 
And i open the clinging leaves : 
A book, with my head lain hushed there— 
A flower, by my pale lips brushed there ; 
And oh! how my spirit grieves 
For the love that grew in a blissful hour 
When a rural mead was a fairy bower— 
For the hope that fell from a heaven-hizh tower 
Maer the 5 died, and the mead's wild 
ower 


A book, and a dead flower lain there, 
And the book is the Book of Life. 
A book—and a balsam for pain there? 
Perhaps: but I seek it in vain there, 
For my sorrowing soul is rife 
With a solemn feeling that Heaven to me 
Will, in Heaven, deny me my heart’s one plea— 
To walk and to talk with my angel love 
In the flowery meads of the realms above! 


— — 


WHAT SHE SAW. 


A TALL handsome girl who had turned the heads of every male 
thing she passed as she walked down the Regent's Park Road sud- 
denly fixed her gaze upon a huge window in a house on the oppo- 
site side of the way and stood stock still. a 

The gloved fingers of her left hand were on her pretty lips; her 
expression was one of the — anxiety—still there she stood, a 
living, breathing thing of beauty, but quite immovable. 

The first peeler that came along paused, looked her up and down 
critically and pondered. Obtaining no satisfaction from this silent 
self cross-examination he boldly touched her on the arm. She 
spoke at once, in earnest winning tones. 5 

“Oh, Constable, tell me which is the entrance to it; I've bern 
wishing to join one for months?” 

„Join what, Miss?” 1 

A ladies gymnasium ; what else? Three or four times I've sn 
a lady go flying across that window across there. She is swingis 
on the horizontal bars, though I fear by the noise that she is fir 
from proficient as yet. Sce—there she goes again—oh, tell me how 
I can get into the gymnasium 2?” : 

“You don't want to get in there, Miss,” said N polire- 
man, with something like a sigh. “ That's Moaler an Scrunchitt . 
the dentists’ operatin' room. The poor wretch you see l a-tlyin 
through there wasn't on no orryzontal bars—not much—but either 
Moaler or Scrunchitt had got her by a fang an' the forceps! 


95. 


OTHER PEOPLE’S TROUBLES. 


Tur Eminent says that all he knows about finance is that it 
a area dress-suit than his to get half-a-dollar out of Atten- 
rough. 5 

They say that a certain pares, but erratic, preacher stows all 

is old sermons away in a box labelled “ Dried tongue. ‘le 

We don't mean to say that we admire wax-dolls’ mouths on 11377 
but our sympathies go out toa poor young seventeen-year h al 
the Seven Sisters d. Nature has given her such a liber 
“tater-trap” that she has to be measured for her toothbrushes - ine 

One of our most promising young men is suffering from an 105 
disposition common to many authors, There are days when if 
can’t think of anything to write about, when, individually, hei: 
total blank. Worst of it is, it's about every other day, too! at 

Instantaneous photograph has done much, but it has not 158 
been the means of gathering the ex ion on the face ‘ a 
jaded journalist on learning, on his arrival home, that they ve! 
ts a bailiff for the Poor Rates and the missis has got twins! 


— — 


ALL THE DIFFERENCE. : 
Second-Clase Compartment, I. B. & S. C. Railway. 
First Traveller. Wonderful institution 125 at South Nore 
where they teach the deaf and dumb to do al! sorts of t 11 5 
5 of them are so intelligent, sir, that they can actually tu 
piano. a 11 
1 t Traveller, You don't mean it, sir! Why, it seems im 


sible. 82 

First Traveller, It's a fact, sir; I've just come from a howe 
where one of the young men was doing it. 5 

Station, where Second Traveller alights full of amazemen. 

Third Traveller. I say, I didn't like to interrupt you 915 le 
but isn’t that establishment at South Norwood a school fer © 
blind? „ hy 

First Traveller. By Jove! yes, so it ia. What a mistake ‘el 
well, there isn’t much difference, after all, and 1 daresay . 
never discover the error. 


Saturday, November 28, 1895.) 


HER CONFESSION. 
- {[AROLD the young wife's voice broke a littleas she uttered 
fami Harold ! d J—I waut to tell you some- 
{uniliar name“ Haro! earest, 8 
preyed upon my mind ever 
since—ever since it hap- 


n 
1 hus band started, and, 
desisting from his previous 
occupation of — 
stroking his moustachios, 

zed expectantly at his 
e ashe 

- 8 penitently ore 

=> him. 


} “All right, Ethel,” he 
ae carelessly, “out with 
t; good gracious, my dear 
irl, don't look so 8 ; 
t's nothing very di 
after all, I suppose thes 
is, 


the 


was the pitiful response, 
> “I wish I could think 2 
but I cannot. Oh, I know 
1 am sure you will never, 
never forgive me!” 
Harold rose slowly from 
— his chair with 1 of 
ignity, and the easy expression countenance gave to 
pin fre gravity. 50 Really, Ethel,“ he said, “Paon't know 
aht ail this is to lend to, but 1 must positively insist on your 
coming to the point, and not beating about the bush in this absurd 
fashion ; come now, what is it you want to tell me.” 
“There! 1 knew it!“ she cried tearfully, “I knew you would 
never forgive me ; oh, I cannot, I dare not tell you!” 

How on earth can I forgive you if I don't know what you've 
done?" interru Harold, testily. 

But you will, dearest, you will forgive me, won't you?” she 

leaded. “Oh, promise me now, before I tell you, that I shall 
Ga your pardon ! It was cruel and wicked of me, Harold, but I 
sinned more in thoughtlessness and vanity. Indeed I did! Oh, if 
vou could know how I have repented my mad, blind folly! Howl 
ave lain awake during the long hours of the night, longing, yet 
fearful to tell you all! But I knew you would find it out soon 
tor yourself, Harold, and better that 1 should confess and entreat 
your pardon than you should tax me with my—my deceit.” 
Harold's cheeks had paled 8 during these words, and it 
was with absolutely livid face that he held up a trembling hand as 
though to stay his wife's further utterance. 

“Stop, Ethel!” he commanded sternly. “ Nay”—as she attempted 
to take his hand—“do not touch me, do not come near me, I 
Miserable, guilty woman, you must be mad, mad to think that I 
could pardon such — as yours. We must part, and forever! 
Great e to think that you—you, in whose honour I would 
have staked my soul—should confess that you have been unfaithful!” 

“ Harold ! what are you saying? oh! how dare you! Whatever 
do vou mean?” she cried, indignantly. 

“What do you mean?” heshouted, angrily. “ Confound it, let's 
have no more of this mystery, have you or have you not been false 
to me!“ 

No, a thousand times no!” she cried. “Oh, how could you think 
it of me? I only wanted to tell you that - that — 

“That what, woman——?” 

“That I took your best winter trousers and had them cut down 
to make me a pair of bi—bicycling knickers.” 

And such was IIarold's relief and repentance for his unfounded 
suspicions that he took her in his armsand forgave her on the spot. 
— — 


INTERVIEWING IN EXCELSIS. 
[A certain extremely high—not to say tall—class paper advertises for some- 
oue able to iuter view the very élite of society.) 

0 NOTICE this advertise- * 
ment, sie 

Ye interviewers bold ; 

„ never for your hurt is 
meant, 

But meant to bring you 

_ gold. 8 

fis not a mere shrewd 
printer-view 

From that mere street 

_ . called Fleet 

No, tis a chance to inter- 

view 

Society's élite, 

Yes, [ repeat, 

The really sweet 

Society's élite. 

lt note! it needs hu- 

mility 

(True merit's noblest 


0 


taff), 
With dashes of servility, 
These swells to biograph, 
Show these, and you'll this Winter view 
(While kneeling at their feet) 
The nobbiest—while you interview 
Society's élite, 
But I repeat, 
Kneel at its feet 
While sceking that élite / 


— — 


THE SLOPER RELICS. 
(Continued) 

a No. 2.—GENERAL Bootn’s BEARD, 
Des week A. SLOPE has much pleasure in presenting to his subscribers a 
wut fut engravir { the Hooth Beard, which, with that self-sacrifice so 
85 terist tie Salvationist, the Geucral lately handed over to the Eminent 
12 , his won: le ri u collection, This Relic is in a tine state of pre-ervation, 

sty texture, and extremely downy, It having been remarked in the upper 


e Touch concern that the Generel hud not been secn about lately (an 

jean ata which might even canse the boxes to burst into fiers), A. Sil Eh set 

801 he task of working out the probiem, which, by the above diagram, the 

11 Bis h patient study, he thinks he has satisfactorily solved.—If A is to 
‘thus B is without A, whieli is abeur 1— QED, 
(To be continued.) 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR'S LETTER. 80x. 


ScoriA VARIETY THEATRE, GLAsGow, 
9 November lth, 1893. 
EAR ALLY SLopeR,—Your “Award of Merit” duly receivec 
for which accept my best thanks. I prize it very og rae i 
and will give it u conspicuous position in the Scotia, When you 
come tae Glesca dinna forget tae gie us a ca’. We don't drink 
much “ Unsweetened" here, but I’m perfectly certain yell enjoy 
a’ wee drappie o’ Or Methylated Kilbogie Whisky. 


Yours 
Riellis Tuon. 
— l1.ñ[. —-— 
THE DIARY OF A FLAT. 
(Continued). 


1 Be AGAIN TO TEMPTATION, 

As soon as I was able to have a word or two with Blanche 1 
reproached her for the carelessness with which she had alluded to 
our visit tothe Empire. 1 told her the agony I had suffered the 
whole time she was talking; I pointed out that only my ready 
wit had saved us from discovery; hinted that I feared my Aunt's 
suspicions were already and begged her most earnestly to 
a ory 8 in the future. 

ly to my surprise, considering how grateful she ought to 
have been to me, Blanche did not my fittle lecture at all in 
good part, and for some time I really thought I should have to be 
quite cross with her. She even went so faras to say that she didn't 
care two straws if Aunt Kesiah did find out all about it; she'd had 
quite enough of it all, she said, and the sooner she got back to the 
country and saw a little life the better. 

Not, dear diary, until she thus alluded to returning home did I 
fully realise the exact state of my feelings with regard to our fair 
visitor. The thought that she might really carry out her threat 
and leave me all alone again with Aunt Keziah and the cockatoo 
filled me with horror, “Oh, Miss Fairleigh—Blanche,” I cried. 
“ Don't tell me that; you don t really mean it, do you?” 

“Oh, but I do indeed,” she said, decidedly. “I'm heartily tired 
of all this scheming and worry over a simple evening's amuse- 
men 


t. 

„But just think,” I urged, “if Aunt only knew, she would“ 

“ Leave all her money to the what-do-you call ‘em islanders, and 
Poot, patent little Septimus out in the draught, eh!“ she laughed. 

I said, gravely, that 1 trusted she didn’t think I had any mer- 
cenary aims in view, and she smiled and said, Oh no, my disin- 
terestedness was so very, very obvious, Really, Miss Fairleigh can 
be most irritating when she chooses, 

1 was pl to find, however, that she came down to dinner in 
her accustomed good humour. She laughed and chatted gaily all 
through the meal, though I confeas I was still upon tho and 
was all ready to drop a cheese- plate or a tumbler in case 5 
give . of letting out something dangerous. But after we had 
finished and my aunt had retired upstairs for her usual nap, she 
produced a dainty little case, lighted a scented cigarette, and fairly 
electrified me with the following proposal : 

* flow would you like, Septimus,” she said, crossing her legs and 
leaning back carelessly as she spoke, “ How would you like to 
take me to another music-hall ?“ 

Fora 5 dear diary, I was too shocked for words; then I 
rose solemnly from my seat. “Never!” I exclaimed, firmly, 
“Never, I could not endure another such day of anxiety as this.” 

“Twaddle!” said Blanche shortly. Here, sit down beside me, 
stupid boy, and listen.” And though I obeyed, dear diary, I swear 
to you I had no intention of giving way, and yet I don't know 
how it happened but in less than ten minutes I had promised to 
take her to the Pavilion the following night. 

We informed Aunt Keziah at tea of our intention, or rather we 
told her that we were going to a Iccture at Exeter Hall on Mission 
Woiteally T sald yaunt, “H delightful. Do 

yi” my aunt. ‘ow very, very delightful. you 
know, my dear Blanche, it’s a subject in which I have always 
taken the greatest interest. J will go with you.” 
(To be continued next week.) 


Rendy December and. Twopence. 


ALLY SLOPER'S CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS. 


Amongst a wealth of good things will be found 
A Large Plate by W. F. Tuomas, 


“ALLY SLOPER’S CHRISTMAS SPREAD.” 
A Story by CLO, GRAVES, 
“PEE LOST CHRISTMAS.” 


A Comic Song by RICHARD MORTON and AN GR, O A, ASHER, 


“THE GHOST OF MILDEW HALL.” 


A Cartoon by W. F. Tuomas, 


“THE EY MRS. SLOPER.’’ 


An' a Splendid Drawing by HaL I. c DO, 


„ BOXINGd NIGHT AT THE FRIV.“ 


TO BE HAD EVERYWHERE. 


LOVE IN A COTTAGE. 


“You have loveliest dresses, regardless of cost, 
Handsome horses, and gorgeous carriage : 

But your father has sworn that all these shall be lost 
To his child, if she join me in marriage. 

So, darling, forget me, and Jet me depart !” 
But the maiden, with nestling caresses, 

Cried, “ No, lave, to leave you means breaking my heart. 
I will dress in the dismaliest dresses, 

I will wear shabby shoes, I will live upon bread, 
And an Esan-like platter of potinge; 

For with gow Vil be happy—who else were soon dead— 
I'll be happy on love in a cottage!” 


He has pressed her to quit him again and again, 
For his income befits not her keeping ; 

But she clings to him close, with a passionate pain, 
And a woebegone wildness of weeping. 

Aud at last he agrees to her pitiful pleas, 
And she loses wealth, dress, horse and carriage ; 

But the poor waywara girl by no prophecy sees 
That, a vear and a day after marriage, 

She will sit, sick at heart, oer her butterless bread, 
And her Esau-like platter of pottage, 

And long for the green grass to hide her poor head 
From the hardships of love in a cottage ! 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS, 


Wou Lp it be right to describe a dictionary of slang used by boot- 
blacks as n“ glossary"? . 

Form of Thanksgiving after a dreary railway journey from 
Aberdeen: The London platform. 

THE man who gets len ve of absence from duty by false pretences 
muy be pardoned for laughing in his (s)leave. 

TRILEY Mru.—“ The Haul-together”: A long, long pull, and a 
strong, strong pull, singing cheerily, my lads, yeo-ho! 

FResH (H)Air: That which springs from a bald pate after the 
use of Hair Restorer, 

5 Mxu.—A Remarkable Cue-er: The champion biiliard 
player. 

Tuk ancient Romans had evidently some notion of aerial travel- 
ling. They called a cloud “nim-bus,” 


THE BRIGANDS 


— 


CHAPTER X. 
CaROLUS LUIGI CORREGGIO lost no time in testing whether he 
ad possession of the mysterious power of which he had learned 
the rudiments 
from Mr. 
Peter Smith, 
the English 


long to wait. 
That very 
night the ban- 
dits la: 


the watch- 
fire, and only 
Carolus and 
another bri- 
gand were left 
to talk over 
th i. ‘ — 
an e pros 
pects of the 
crop of tour - 
ists who ought 
to make their Lifted his fist, 

way to the 

mountains so that the brigands might reap their usual harvest. 

Cautiously Correggio watched his chance. He fixed the brigand 
with his eyes, and willed that the latter should sleep with all the 
will-force he could command. For a time the brigand looked as if 
he would resist the 1 NN influence, he even at one point of the 
experiment lifted his fist as if he desired to strike the person who 
stared at him so rudely, but a wave of Correggio’s hand soothed 
him, and in the course of a few minutes the man's eyes drooped, he 
wavered as if about to fall, and a second later he was unconscious, 

Then Carolus made a few . passes over the man's eyes, 
touched his forehead, whispered to the brigand that he was a dog, 
8 man immediately dropped on his hands and knees and 

1 

The experiment was a success ! 

Carolus waved his hand over the eyes of his victim and willed 
that he should awake, when the brigand sat up, rubbed his eyes 
with a bewildered air, and remarked that he had surely been asleep. 
Carolus laughed, and merely said that it was warm, and that he 
might have been overcome. 

The experiment was satisfactory, and next morning Carolus 
mentioned its success to Mr. Peter Smith, who shrugged his 
shoulders with a grin. 

„It works well,” said Peter, as he slapped his confederate on the 


The experiment was a success, 


shoulder. No one saw yousend him to sleep last night?“ he asked 
No one,” anid Carolus. 
“ Well, exhibit him to-night,” said Mr. Peter Smith with another 


rin. 
g — — him? Let the others of the band know what 1 have 
lone?” 

“Certainly ; you needn't do it in presence of Bolero, you know, 
but don’t hesitate to show him off before the others.” 

„Aud what shall I make him do?” 

“Anything. Say he is a dog; whisper that he is a monkey, and 
make him climb a tree. Make him sing, laugh, dance, cry—make 
him do anything you fancy, and give these poor down- den and 
doubtless wearied brigands a merry time.” 

“ And if they object?” . 

“They won't object. They will enjoy the thing too much to 


object. 
And shall 1 come back to tell you what happens?" 

“No; and what is more, in future you must not be too anxious 
to see me. Growl and grumble at having to look after my food ; 
and generally talk of me as if it were a nuisance having to attend 
on me. 

“Throw dust in their eyes, as it were.” N 9 

“Certainly. If they get to suspect that we are friends it might 
go hard with us, Meanwhile exhibit your mesmerised patient. 
and make i 
things as 
merry as you 
possibly can.” 

“And you 
still think we 
will escape?” 

„J am sure 
we will es- 
cape, as sure 
us fate; and I 
am sure you 
will soon be 
able to have 
any farm you 
care to choose 
in this dis- 
trict, and Fo 
marry your 
Constantia.” 

“T  shan't 
marry Con- 
stantia, I am 
convinced 1 
do not care for 


her. 

“All right, 
marry the 
other, then: 


“Marry the other, then.“ 


marry both if 1 ; 
von desire to have a proper dose of misery. I never married, and 
am glad of it now.“ And Peter Smith calmly turned over on his 


bed of sheep skins and went to sleep, while Carolus left the ce. l to 
look round for the victim of his mesmeric ex 7 
(Zo be continued next week.) 
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376 ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
„E DUNNO WHERE E ARE.” 


(Saturday, November 23, 1895, 
THE SLOPER FAMILY AT DIFFERENT PERIODS OF THEIR LIVEs, 


No. 2.—Mrs. SLOPER. 


THE y. O. S. PORTRAIT GALLERY. 


AGED 6,—This estimable lady when 
a little wee tot was pronou dv all 


8 
ging. Solow ag = if — 8 Aes 14.—The age of 888 
took was hung on le gidd thing, truly 
a tos locking gloss et night. like aieady’ been ‘approsched by infam- 
mamma's, would want to see what was madle youths of her eet, but to their 
in their reticules, try on their bonnets, tions of love—without it was 


No. 494.—Mr. W. F. Jackson, F. O. S. 


“Upon casting his optic uhu the intelligent but somewhat 
athful-looking features of the zentleman whose portrait we 
ve this week added to our gallery, the average reader will 
E be inclined to imagine that our hero is tvo young to 
have won any very large amount of fame, In this asumption, 
however, the averaze realer will be altogether mistaken, for cause 
William Francis has already gainel any quantity of it, and it is 
as a brother Public Bevefactor that A. SLOren presents he to 
his readers. William's speciality is bone-setting, in which 
branch of scienve he has accomplished most wonderful feats 
and cures: fur which he was createl F. O. S., and the ‘Sloper 
J Award of Merit’ presented to hun September 28 h. 1808.“ 
—Debrett Improved. 


AGED 17.—About ‘this date the 
young lady who later in life was de- 
tle. ine to make happy the greatest man 

of the time, began to develop th 
opulent charms which so become her 
at the present day. With substance 
came sentiment, became pensive, 
and would gaze for hours on the por- 
trait of a young field officer unknown, 
and sigh, Still her appetite remained 
paseing good, 


herself tu be : footed young wes 
a N fA A N @ 8. C attempting his 


he overbalanced himself while search- 


When Warbiethroat went on to do his turn 
he went down wonderfully well, 


N.B.—This ts Warblethroat going down. 


GIRLS SNOOK’S HAD ROWS WITH 


aa 
er 


5 


ON THE Sox SEAT 


The Dook promised to get this girl's 
diamonds re-set, but, unluckily for him, 
she spotted bim taking ‘em into “pune 
ke) s, and tuen there was a jolly shindy. 


Will you please stop at the Circus?" “ Equestrienne, miss ?” 


© No, Oxford.” 


\ describe her in his own words: (irace- 


AGED 25.—We now find her the be- 
loved wife of ALEXANDER SLOPER— 
the Eminent—the Only! We will 


ful, ewan-like, amiable, yet with a 
certain aristocratic hauteur, which, to 
one like himself, who mixes with the 
u ten — Abem 1 There has been 
3 — ar a photo and 

esc ion of a previous Mrs. Sloper 
given in mistake by the F. O. M. 


— 5 

Last WHEK.—-Ealarged from a 
lightning Thumbnail Sketch, Hearing 
from the Hon. Billy that Mille Court 
possesses! a —— Photograph of Mrs. 
Sloper in cycling costume by Blokano 
. positively raves 
about it—the writer called at the 
Court to beg the loan of the same. He 
didn't get it, the lady being a little bit 
“off” temper. He was not aware it 
was washing day. 


THis WEEK.—From a paintins '1 
Stoggs, the famous house-paints. ': 
whom A. SLOPER was iutroduce! 1 
the following manner: Happenin: t, 
be at The Sloper Arms on the day iu! 
alluded to, having for the mum: 
taken refuge from a passing shower - 
but we digress, This work was sj" 
ally painted for reproduction in this 
series. Here's a picture for you! 


I fy a 
17 
— UE 


Admtring Spouse. Tm sure you don't charge half enough for your entertain- 


ments, Alphonzo, dear. With your aj you ought to get at least ten 
guineas a night, Land Alphonzo said he began to think 30% 


. 
A 
| aes 
; 
ee > 

= * 
; 5 A 5 om Native Young Man. Oh, yes, we cet some terrible ae 

The hansom Cabby, who. when you are calling at a house for the first time and are anxious to create an impression, follows you coast. Why, thas lighthouse has been destroyed eat sit! 

up the doorstep, demanding more money, and shouting at the top of his voice, Call yerself a gen elman, I s’pose!” Maudie, Stupid of them ever to build it in a place 
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